
^tumorous grpartrarnt.
Provided For..Dinah was a real

southern negro, says the Cleveland
Plain-Dealer. She had ten children of
her own. but she was Just the person
for other people's children. When her
eldest daughter grew up, Dinah put her
to work with the family she herself
had served long and faithfully. In
the course of time the daughter fell
away from service. But the memory
of her mother remained with the white
family.
A few mornings ago this daughter

telephoned the family. "Ma's dead,"
she announced simply.
The mistrees of the house ws

grieved more tnan sne couia say. on,

Grace!" she sobbed, "is Dinah dead?
How awful! Was It sudden? Well,
just listen.If there's anything I can

do, let me know."
That's what you always say, don't

you know? If your friend, the millionaireor your friend, the washerwomandies, if there is anything I can

do for you? But this instance Grace
answered sobbingly:
"No, 'm, thank you. Ah guess dey

ain* nothin' you kin do. It's nice of
you to offer, but ma was insured."

Taylor's Offer,.Few laymen are able
to appreciate the mental strain upon
the editors of periodicals involved in
examination of the flood of manuscript
that pours in upon them. Even
though a majority of the offerings
merit only a cursory inspection, all of,
them must be looked at lest a nugget
be concealed in the mass.

It is perhaps fortunate for the peace
of mind of all concerned that most

manuscripts are submitted and returnedby mail so that the personal equationdoes not enter into the matter, but
while Bert Leston Taylor was editor
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from the Jersey wilds managed to
evade all the outer guards and work
his way Into the sanctum. Once in the
presence he laid upon the desk a flngei
printed slip of paper on which he had
written his prize Joke.

It was near the close of a hard day,
and "B. L. T." was approaching brain
fag after wading through hand made
humor in prose and verse since breakfasttime. He glanced at the Bertillon
exhibit and then at Its alleged author.
"What's the idea?" he demanded.
"What'll you gimme for that?" his

caller asked.
"Well. I'll be generous," Taylor returned."I'll give you five yards'

start.".Lipplncott'a

Had No Talent..A certain negro lad
had been brought into an Alabama
police court for the fifth time, chargedwith stealing chickens. The magistratedetermined to appeal to the

boy's father.
"See here," said his honor, "this

boy of yours has been in this court
so many times charged with chicken
stealing that I'm tired of seeing him
here."

"I doesn't blame you. Judge," said
the parent, "an* I's am tired of seein'
him here as you ta"
"Then why don't you teach him

how to act Show him the right way
and he won't be coming here."

"I has showed him the right way,"
u »1 V.a iaat rfnn't
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seem to have no talent for learning
how, Judge; he always gets caught."

Proof Positive..It was the rush
hour In the cafeteria, one of those
quick lunch places where you help
yourself and grab a chair and use the
arm of the chair as a table. A rushed
feeder grabbed a slice of pie and
copped a chair. Then he remembered
that he needed coffee and he dashed
over to the service counter. When he
returned with his coffee, his chair was

occupied by another hurry-up diner.
"Excuse me.*' said the first man,

"but that is my chair."
"How do you know it is your

chair?" demanded the occupant In a

surly tone.
"Because I can prove It." stated the

first man.

"How can you prove it?" asked the
occupant.
"By the seat of your pants," was the

reply. "You are sitting on my pie."

Ended Unhappily..A group of workmenwere passing the dinner hour in

political argument. An interesting
deadlock had been reached, when one

of the men turned to a mate who had
remained silent during the whole of the
debate.

'"Ere, Bill," he said, "you're pretty
good at a arg.vment. Wot's youi
opinion ?"

"1 ain't goin' to say,'* said Bill. "I
thrashed the matter out afore with
Bob James."
"Ah," said the other, "and what did

VAii orrivo ot^"

"Well." said Bill, "Bob, he arrived
at the hospital, and I arrived at the
police station."

Caught..It was a wizened little
man who appeared before the Judge
and charged his wife with cruel and
abusive treatment. His better half
was a big. square-jawed woman with
a determined eye.

"In the first place, where did you
meet this woman who has treated you
so dreadfully?" asked the judge.

"Well," replied the little man, makinga brave attempt to glare defiantly
at his wife. "I never met her. She
just kind of overtook me."

For Belgian Relief.."Madam," said
the tattered and torn suppliant to the
benevolent lady who answered his
timid rap at the door, "have you any
old clothes you can spare for an unfortunatevictim of the European
war?"

"I think I have, my poor man; but
how does this happen? You cannot
have been in this war. surely?"
"No, madam," humbly replied the

sufferer; "but my wife has sent all
my clothes to the Belgians."

A New Method..Two men were

talking of hard times.
"Does your wife ever grieve becauseshe threw over a wealthy man

for you?" queried Hall.
"Well, she started to once," was the

reply, "but I cured her of that withoutdelay."
"I wish you would tell me how,**

said Hall.
"I started right in grieving with

her," replied the other, "and I grievedharder than she did."

A Practical Help..Several members
tht* u-Amn n'w olnh wprp rhflttin?

with the little daughter of their hostess.
"I suppose you are a real help to

your mamma." said one.

"Oh. yes," replied the little miss,
"and so is Ethel; but it is my turn to
count the spoons today after the companyis gone."
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CHAPTER IV.

It was the 1st of April when the
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farm, and there was a look of real

happiness on Mrs. Powell's face

when she was once more settled in
that quiet nook. The farm lay back
from the public road and was screenedfrom view by a grove of trees in
the pasture. The weather beaten

farmhouse was also sheltered and
shaded by a cluster of wide spreading
oaks.

But Sam and Florence were no less

pleased than their mother to be in the

country again. To live in the country
and to know the ways of nature is to

love it always.
Before moving, however, they all

had made several trips to the old
home and did much work in the
garden, orchard and field. The old
orchard, after receiving special treatmentby Sam, surprised Mrs. Powell
so that she began to look on her son

as a very remarkable boy. When they
first looked at it in February it was

an unpromising sight. Dead weeds
and briers stood shoulder high,
sprouts had grown up around the

trees, and It looked as if there was

but little life left in the orchard, so

many were the broken and dead
boughs.
"You might as well chop down the

old trees," said Mrs. Powell. "They
are nearly all dead anyway."

"Don't you believe it!" exclaimed
Sam. "You Just wait till I get through
with those old trees. They look mighty
shabby now, but they'll come to life if
you give them a chance. I've just
been reading about bow to worn over

old orchards. Why. mother, if I was

to cut them down and plant young
trees it would be three or four years
before we would get any fruit."

"Yes. I know that," replied his
mother, "but I don't think these old
trees will ever bear any more."
"Maybe not," said Sam, "but we can

try them. I can plant young trees in
the place of the ones that are entirely
dead."
So he set to work, mowing down

briers and weeds and raking them intopiles and burning them. When
this was done he took a saw and a

pair of pruning shares and began on

the trees. All the dead and broken
limbs were cut away. The orchard
had been neglected so long that there
were many dead boughs, and it was

a different looking place when Sam
finished pruning. The next thing he
did was to buy some chemicals and
make a solution after a formula given
in one of the government bulletins.
With this solution and a hand sprayer
he went over the orchard and sprayed
each tree from top to bottom. Next
he broke and harrowed the ground,
and the old orchard had one more

chance to live and thrive, for it was

well pruned, the ground in fine condition,and the spraying had killed all
the insects that were on the trees.

Sam, like his mother, felt rather
doubtful about the orchard, but when
they moved there in April they found
the old trees a mass of pink blooms.
"Look Florence!" exclaimed Mrs.

Powell when she saw the trees looking
so beautiful. "Sam is sure a wonder.
I didn't think he could do it."
"Oh. I'm a regular Burbank." said

Sam, smiling.
"Who's Burbank?" asked Florence.
"Burbank," Sam replied, "is called

the plant wizzard. He can do anything
with plants. He took the cactus and
made it grow without thorns. He took
two wild berries and made a large
berry that is good to eat. He took
the little wild daisy and originated
the large Shasta daisy. He has made
potatoes and tomatoes grow on one

stalk, and he has grown a white
blackberry. That isn't all. He has
done hundreds of wounderful things
with plants."

"Well, Mr. Burbank," said Florence,
with a happy laugh, "that's a pretty
good Job on the orchard."
Soon after moving to the farm Sam

had his first chance to get what he so

much wanted.some registered Berkshires.A neighbor who was moving
out of the county came by where he
was working.
"When are you going to leave?"

Sam asked.
"Well, I'm about ready now," repliedthe neighbor. "There's one thing

I ain't arranged yet, though, and it's
kinder bothering me. I've got a fine
registered sow, and she's going to find
a litter of pigs some of these days beforelong. I'd sell her, but I can't get
nothing like what she's worth, and I
can't find a place to leave her."

"I'd like to get some Berkshire pigs,"
Sam remarked. "What do you ask
for the sow?"

"Well, right this minute I'd take
$20 for her. The pigs are sure to be
worth twice that much."

"That's cheap enough," said Sam,
"but I haven't the money. How would
it suit you to let me keep her? That
little pasture down there is hog
proof. The creek runs through it,
and there's plenty of shade and water
and no stock that would bother her."

"That's a good place. I hadn't
thought of it. Maybe we can make a

deal. I'll tell you what I'll do, Sam,
You keep the sow and look after her,
and when the pigs are old enough
you ship four of them to me and you
may have the sow and the rest of the

pigs."
"I'll do it," said Sam, and the bargainwas closed.
About a month later the old sow

was going about the pasture with
ten pretty black and white faced pigs
following. Under Sam's care they
grew like weeds in wet weather.
When they were old enough to wean,

which was twelve weeks, as the young
farmer learned from his reading, he
shipped the four pigs to their owner.

Of the six pigs left he picked out three
of the ilnest, two gilts and a male, to

keep. The other three he advertised
for sale in the county paper, and, the
pigs being of good stock, he had no

trouble in selling them for $10 each.
One buyer, coming after they had
been sold, tried to get Sam to put a

price on the three lie had saved. But
the hoy refused to sell. Indeed, he
was so proud of his pips that an offer
of many times their worth would not
have induced him to part with them.
And in this he showed that he was

wise.
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| But, proud as Sam Powell was of
nis morougnoreas, uiere was sumethingelse to which he was giving a

lot of thought and work. That somethingwas the acre of corn that was

to compete for prizes offered to the
Boy's Corn club.
Miles Fagan had promised his son,

Bob, that he might join the corn club
and enter an acre in the contest if he
would clear the land of stumps. Bob
did join, but. the corn was not planted
this year. For after working with
grubbing hoe and ax from sunup till
sundown for many days, clearing the
acre of the big, deep rooted stumps,
Mr. Fagan told him unconcernedly
that he'd Just have to have that patch
of ground. If Bob still wanted to

plant some corn he'd have to clear
another acre.

It was a cruel, mean trick to play
on a boy and enough to discourage
anybody, but Bob set to work on anotheracre. It was too late, however,
to plunt the corn when he had finishedit, and he had to drop out of the
contest for this year.

But Miles Fagan was beginning to

learn that he didn't know very much
about growing corn. The patch across

the fence from his was teaching him

something.
Sam planted his contest acre with

the seed furnished by the agent about
the middle of March. The rows were

four feet apart and the stalks in the
rows eighteen inches. He cultivated
it the first time when the corn was

just beginning to come up by going
over it with a harrow. This did not
hurt the plants, except one here and
there, and it killed all the little weeds
and grass that were just starting.
Wnu» that nArn rliri crnw' Tt HnriLrifir

up almost like mushrooms. It seemed
to Sam that the dark green stalks
fairly laughed in the loose ground
that he had made so rich with manureund ashes.
The young farmer cultivated the

ground level and never allowed a

weed to take root on that acre. He
pulled the suckers whenever they
appeared and went over it once with
a hoe, but most of the work was done
with a plow. The first time or two he
plowed it tolerably deep, but as the
corn grew larger and the little roots
began to run out across the middles
he plowed very shallow to keep from
cutting the roots and Injuring the
corn. But there was another reason

for shallow plowing. Deep plowing in
summer causes the soil to lose moisturewhen the crop needs it most.
Sam stirred the top of the ground

till there was a layer of dust to hold
the moisture below. He wanted to

keep all the water he could for the
growing corn, and he knew that the
sun can draw water up through a

crust in a hurry, but can't draw it
through a layer of dust.or mulch,
as it is called. He kept the soil this
way. He never plowed when is was

too wet, for that makes clods. But
after rains, as soon as it was dry
enough, or when weeds began to appearhe went over the patch with
plow or harrow and stirred the surfacetill it was broken up and loose.

Bill Googc and Miles Fagan had
iiuit laughing at Sam. They and
others in the neighborhood often
stopped in passing and looked at the
corn and woundered.

"1 reckon it's jes' an accident," Bill
remarked to Mr. Fagan one day,
"but that boy's kinder got one on us,

I Mm Kofnro V-»o pnmo Allt

here that he couldn't grow peas on

that ground. But, dog my cats, If that
ain't as fine corn as I ever saw. That
acre patch is better than the rest,
but I tell you they ain't none o' his
crops to be sneezed at."

"I don't exactly understand it,"
Miles Fagan replied, "but jes' between
you and me, Bill, 1 guess they must
be somethin' in the gover'ment's way
o* doin' things. You know that kid
don't know nothin' about farmin' exceptwhat the agent's told 'im. But
look at that acre of corn and then
look at mine across the fence. And it

ain't in the land. I know that. This
land o' mine, if anything, is better
than his. Of cource it's bound to be in
the fertilizer he's usin' and the way
he's cultivatin' the ground."
The comparison suggested by Mr.

Fagan was enough to make any one

stop and think. Sam's corn was nearly
waist high and had big stalks, while
that of his neighbor in the field across

the fence was no more than two feet
high and the stalks were spindling.
But Fagan understood the cause of

the difference in the two crops a good
deal better after Mr. Burns happened
along one day a little later and stoppedto talk to him and Sam. who were

working in their respective fields.
"Hello, Mr. Fargin!" the government

agent called out as he rode up. "How
is it your corn is behind Sam's here?"
Fagan grinned. "It's because he

planted earlier," he said?"
"How much earlier?"
"Two or three days," replied the

farmer.
Mr. Burns laughed. "That won't do,

Mr. Fagan," he said. "Two or three

days' difference in planting would
make hardly any difference in corn."
At this point Bill Goose, who had

been plowing near by, came up and
stood listening. Bill was working betterthis year under the example and
influence of Sam.

"Well I don't knew what else could
'a* made the difference in my corn and
his." Mr. Fagan replied, "if it warn't
the plantin'."

"I think I know," said Mr. Burns.
"How deep did you break your land?"

"'Bout four inches."
"How deep did you break yours,

Sam ?"
"About a foot, wasn't it Bill?" Sam

asked in turn.
"Well it wouldn't miss it much," affirmedBill. "That old plow was up to

the beam."
"How many times did you harrow

your corn, Mr. Fagan?" continued the
aprent.

"I never harrow corn."
"How many times did you harrow

yours. Sam?"
"Twice."
"How many times have you plowed

your com, Mr. Fagan?"
"Twice."
"How many times have you plowed

yours. Sam?"
"Four."

"Well, there you have It In a nutshell,"said Mr. Burns. "You broke
shallow, Mr. Fagan, didn't harrow and
plowed twice. Sam broke deep, harrowedtwice and plowed four times.
Futhermore, you'll plow yours only
once more. Sam'll plow his two or

three times more. That's what makes
the difference in the corn. That's why
he'll gather a whole lot more to the
acre than you."

"That's right, Miles," said Bill
Googe. "He's tellln' it straight. It
can't be no other way. I been seeln* it
for some time, and I'm changin' my
way. We been layin' by crops when

they warn't more'n half made. I didn't
more'n scratch my land to begin with,
but you bet I'm plowin' shallow and
lots of it. Sam don't know it, but I
been watchln* him, and I'm givin' my
crops the same medicine he does."

"Yes, there's somethin' in your way
of farmin'," Fagan confessed. "I've
been dead wrong, and I'll jes' own up.
I've talked pretty cross to you once or

twice, Mr. Burns, and I want to apologizefor it. I was a numskull to act
that way. Next year I'm goin' to followyour advice, and I want my boy
to jine the corn club and learn as

much as he can. I treated him mean

this year, and I'm sorry I done it."
"That's all right, Mr. Fagan," said

the agent. "I'm real glad you see

things my way, for I want to help
every farmer in this community.
That's all I'm here for, in fact."

(To Be Continued.)

"ANOTHER MAN OF SORROWS."

Tragic Lift of Francis Joseph of
Austria.

Alone in the seething world stands
Francis Joseph of Austria.
Fourscore years and more have at

last broken this heart weary, soul
sick old man.in verity the modern
"man of sorrows" above all others.
His friends gone, his family scattered,his country rocking and trembling
under a cataclysm of blooming cannon,his ears assailed by the sound
of screaming shells, the agonized
moans of dying thousands, the wailingof mothers and wives bereft.
there he stands, his head bowed, his
once undomitabie spirit crushed. And
on all sides rises the dense black
smoke of towns, villages, farmsteads,
aflame with sacrifice to the god of
war.
Back in the dim past as men of todayreckon time, back in the earliest

period of the gold excitement in Californiabefore railroads crossed our

own great continent, before any one

dreamed that Sumter would be fired
on. Francis Joseph a light hearted,
laughter loving lad of 18, ascended the
throne. He had no desire to rule at that
time, to incur the responsibilities and
worse which empire would bring; he
was merely a gay, affectionate boy
who In the United States would be
finishing his course in a preparatory
school before entering the freshman
class of some college.
But he had a mother who was cold,

calculating, unmoved by tender considerationsfor her son; and she compelledhim to take upon his immatureshoulders the burden of state.

It is related that on the day he was

crowned, nearly sixty-seven years
ago, a flight of ravens passed over

Olmutz; whereupon old wives and
seers shook their heads and grieved,
for they knew what the birds of ill
omen had meant in times past, and
here was a whole flock of them.
"The house of Hapsburg is cursed!"

they cried; and more than one of
them remembered this when they saw

the sceptred youth dogged by fate,
surrounded on all sides by tragedy,
worn by misfortune, disgraced by
scandal, none of which ne naa Knowinglybrought on himself.
He had not long been emperor when

one night he attended a great ball,
trying to appear happy and gracious,
ulthought his heart was torn by hangingsand shootings of victims of the
Hungarian revolt. At a certain momentwhen the music was hushed it
is said one of the guests, the CountessKarolyi, approached and stood
before him, her face white as death,
her eyes sturing, her whole body
shaking with emotion, for her youngerson, her own beloved boy, was

one of those victims.
"May heaven and hell blast your

happiness!" she screamed. "May your
family bo exterminated! May you be
smitten in the persons of those you
best love! May your children be
brought to ruin, and may your life be
wrecked, and yet may you live on in
lonely, unbroken and horrible grief to
tremble when you recall the name of
Karolyi!"
With the last words of this curse the

grief crazed woman fell unconscious
to the floor, and horrified attendants
at a signal from the blithe young emperor,now pale and trembling, carried
her away. How has the omen of ravens,
the curse of Countess Karolyi, been
fulfilled?
On two occasions Francis Joseph

was vanquished in disastrous wars,
once when Napoleon III, wrested Italianprovinces from him, and again
when Bismarck and Sadowa in 1866
brought him to the verge of self-destruction.Twelve months later saw
his brother Muximilliun defeated, then
executed by Porfirio Diaz in Mexico.
These were but the beginning of such
a volume of tragedy as had rarely
been recorded by history. It would
be impossible in a single newspaper
note to include all, but the chief of
them may give some idea of the burdenbore through his long life by that
emperor who now is said to be nearing
his end.
Crown Prince Rudolph, the emperor'sonly son,, grew to manhood, brilliantas an artist, author and traveller.Whispers have ever been rife that

he was more than morally erratic, but
so great were ms intellectual girts that
he won the admiration of equally brilliantpersonages throughout Europe.
In due time he married Princess

Stephanie, daughter of the king of
Belgium.this in 1881; but unhappinessand tragedy were his part in this
relationship.

It was seven years later that Rudolphmet Marie Vetsera, the beautifulyoung daughter of a Hungarian
nobleman, and instantly they fell in
love. Rudolph applied to Rome for a

divorce in order that he might wed her,
and the pope sent his letter to the emperor.On receiving it Francis Joseph
summoned the prince. All night long
they sat In conference. What the father
said to his son before daylight came

none will ever know, but when the east

grow red with dawn Rudolph came

away, his face drawn and haggard, his
eyes burning as with fever. Attendants
ontoHnir ihp room found the emDeror

unconscious in faint.
Two days passed and a message

came from Mayesling which plunged
anew the arrow of sorrow into the
father's heart. His only boy, his crown

prince, had been found in a hunting
lodge, his head shattered with a revolverbullet, and near him lay the
body of the beautiful Hungarian girl,
it has been said, from a dose of
strychnine. To this day the world does
not know whether Prince Rudolph was

murdered, killed accidentally or committedsuicide, but the world generally
believes that he died by his own hand.
From that day in January, 1889, the
emperor and the empress as well faced
the world still bravely but with torn
and bleeding hearts.
Nine years later the people of Austriaand Hungary were making ready

for a great celebration, the golden
jubilee of Francis Joseph's ascension
to the throne. Fifty years had passedsince the happy, laughing youth,
at his mother's instance, had been
crowned; fifty years of kindness to

all with whom he came in contact;
fifty years of striving to live rightly,
to govern his people with tenderness,
to show sympathy and help in every
direction. And his subjects, sharing
his many sorrows, had determined to
show their loyalty and appreciation.
At this time the empress was in

Switzerland for a brief period of rest
and on September 10, accompanied
by a single lady in waiting, she was

on her way to board a steamboat
which would take her from Geneva
so that she might stond by her husbandand gratefully receive the nation'shomage. Just before the empressset foot on the steamer a man

drew near; something glittered in his
hand and swiftly sank into the side of
the defenceless woman, penetrating
her heart. An Italiun anarchist had
done the work only too well.
There in a hotel close by soon died

the friend and comforter as well as

the wife and empress. More than forty
years had she and Francis Joseph been
married, within a few weeks of that
day back in 1854, when they first met
and first confessed the love that never

faltered, that but grew greater as the
decades marched on.

Another tragedy was the mysteriousdisappearance of the Archduke
John Salvador, which has never been
cleared up to this day. The execution
of Maximilian, whose wife, Carlotta,
lost her reason as a result of the
shock; the death of Rudolph, the assassinationof the empress, it seems,
were not enough to fill the cup of grief.
Not long after the anarchist had accomplishedhis purpose the dead empress'smost loved sister, the Duchess

d'Alencon, was burned to death in a

charity bazaar fire in Paris, and while
th.s shock was still fresh the empperor'sfavorite niece was burned to

death in the Palace of Schoenbrunn.
Various members of Francis Joseph's
family have added their load of tragedy;sudden death, scandals with acttressesas well as with women of high
station, forgery, dissapation ending in
lunacy, came in unending procession.

Princess Stephanie, widow of Rudolph,married Count Lonyay, although
her daughter Elizabeth fell on her
knees before Francis Joseph and beggedhim to forbid the wedding. Elizabethherself when married to Prince
Otto found out his character and one

night shot at a valet guarding the door
of the prince's room, then bursting in
hred at the actress whom she found
there with her husband.
Prince Stephanie's elder sister,

Louise of Coburg, carried on such intrigueswith an army lieutenant that
the emperor had to force her husband
to defend his honor with the sword.
Later the lieutenant forged Louise's
name and was sent to prison for five
years, while she was sent to an asylum
for the insane.
The brother of Louise, the archdukeLeopold, kept up the family recordof marital adventure and was

exiled while the Princess George of
Saxony deserted her husband and
eloped with a music teacher ten years
younger than herself who in turn desertedher after the birth of their
child. The Archduke Ladislas was shot
to death with an explosive bullet.
The Archduke Otto enraged the emperorby bringing home a party of

drunken companions to whom he
promised that he would exhibit his
wife, daughter of the king of Saxony,
in her nightgown. An aid, loyal to the
princess, sprang in front of her door
and fought the drunken gang until
overpowered by them. In addition to

this disgrace the emperor lutcr found
out such other scanduls that he was

compelled to dismiss Otto from the
army.
Archduke Louis Victor, own brother

of Francis Joseph, was attacked and
soundly thrashed in a public bath by
the angry father of a young girl; later
he had to tiee the country for a similar
cause, and during later years was kept
in restraint as an incurable paretic.
The aged emperor's favorite grandchild,Elizabeth, eloped with a young
lieutenant whom she barely knew by
sight. A week later they were found
together and were forced to marry.
And Elizabeth's sister Princess Louise
of Tuscany, openly rode a bicycle in
company with an obscure dentist in
Dresden, invited her own son's tutor

FlNJ

to visit her in Switzerland, and finally
dared to write a book detailing her
moral delinquencies. More recently yet
the Countess Larish, in defiance of the
emperor'3 urgent wishes, has completeda volume with the significant
title. "My Past."
Year after year has the crushing load

of scandal, disgrace, teachery, grown
heavier and heavier. And now Austria,backed by other powers, faces a

world armed and determined, so it
says, to overwhelm he,- even to exterminationof political entity, if that
should be necessary.

Suffering, war, horror heaped on
* r» r>/li. tifl * Vi Kmirorl hoarl anH

bleeding heart this modern "Man of
Sorrows.".New York Sun.

THE GLORY THAT WAS POLAND'S

A Great and Splendid Empire That
Was Cast Into Lota.

Amc-rlcan sympathy can be given
without reserve to "partitioned Poland,"the magnificent, much-promisingempire of yesterday, the keen sufferingbattlefield of today, whose
farms and industry, villages and cities
are being made war offerings and
people are fighting one another under
three different flags; for Poland is the
least concerned sacrifice in the Europeanstruggle. Polish lands comprise
almost the entire eastern war theatre.
This people, their chequered, turbulent
history, thedr proud boasts and dearest
hopes, and their peculiar characteristicsare carefully explained to Americansin a historic geographical study
made for the National Geographic societyby William Joseph Showalter.

Mr. Showalter says of the brilliant
middle-European kingdom of yesterday:

"In size she outranked nearly every
nation on the continent. Even now
Russia alone of the European nations,
is larger than Poland was at her
greatest. In population she stood at
the forefront of Europe; only Russia
and Germany today have greater populationsthan are to be found in the
lands that once were Poland; for unpartitlonedPoland had an area of
282,000 square miles, and the lands
that once lay within her boundaries
now support a population of 50 million.
In area she was as large as the Germanempire, Switzerland, Belgium,
Holland and Denmark together; and
within what were her borders, there
dwells a present population larger than
those of Prance, Belgium and Holland
combined."
Tnougn 11/ years nave gone oy

since the final partition of Poland
among Russia, Austria and Germany,
and though the conquerors have made
the most vigorous efforts to assimilate
the Polish people, the Pole today, If
anyway changed, is more intensely national,Mr. Showalter points out, more
passionately devoted to an ideal of a
re-established Poland than ever before.
The Pole has a fervent love for all
things Polish, this writer continues:
"He will tell you that their cookingis better than that of Paris; that

their scenery is more beautiful than
that of any other country; that their
language is the most melodious that
falls from human lips; that there is
no dance in the world to be compared
with the mazurka, that the most beautifulwomen on the face of the earth
and the bravest men who ever lived
are to be found among them; that the |
Poles are a cheerful, hospitable i sfli
pleased, and an imaginative race; and
that yet, in spite of and notwithstandingall this, they are the most unhappy
people and theirs the most hapless nationin history."
Poland was three times partitioned.

The final apportionment was made at
the congress of Vienna in 1815, which
left to Russia 220,000, Prussia 26,000
and Austria 36,000 square miles. After
this distribution the conquerors sought
to blot out all memories of the king-
dom, Poland, and Mr. Showalter enum-
erates amdng the repressive measures'
employed to this end, those forbidding
the use of the Polish language, the use
of the national dress.even at carni-
vals.the singing of national songs;
and the displaying of national coatsof-arms.
The Poles lost their place among the

family of nations because they were
the victims of an unrestrained individualism.Yet, where the Poles are willingto surrender some part of their
individualism in the service of an idea
.as in the case of the United States.
they make the best of citizens. Americais a decided gainer by the host of
Poles who have sought her shores, is
the conclusion of the writer.

THE COST OF DELIVERY

Another Light on a Tremendous Item
in American Housekeeping.

The cost of delivery is a tremendousitem in American housekeeping.
W. A. Haskey, a grocer of Cleveland,
Ohio, estimates it amounts to $3,000,000a year in the grocery trade of that
city. The Amount for the butcher and
dry goods dealer must approximate
that of the grocer, with the druggist
probably ranking fourth.
Mr. Haskey formerly had one store,

extended credit to customers and
made deliveries. He succeeded, but
it was very hard with the mass of
detail connected with the many accountsand the delivering. He studied
his affairs closely and saw a way to
larger business and better business.
He discovered that for soliciting trade,
making deliveries and extending credit
the expense was $6,000 a year, and
that only 40 per cent of his customers
had their purchases delivered.
He closed his place, went west,

thought the whole thing out, returnedto Cleveland and opened a new
store. There was to be no credit, no
deliveries, unless especially paid for,
no trading stamps, and nothing but
equal service to all and fair prices,
The first day he did only $11 of busi-
ness, and it was a month before he,
paid expenses. Now he has threei
stores. He is able to compete with
the great chain of stores that have
enormous capital and has few worries.He says if grocers are going to
hold their own in the business world,
they will have to change their system.Ninety per cent of them, he declares,are not making money.
That the present system of delivery

is all wrong he has no doubt. How
quickly customers will abandon the
habit of having the grocer deliver if
there is a charge for delivery, he shows
by the following: He charges 10
cents for deliveries. In a year one of
his stores had 24 orders to deliver.
twn a mnnth In nnnfhpr VPflr It was

49.less than one a week.
It is a regrettable fact that today

the people who buy and take their
goods home pay in part for the deliveryof the purchases of other people.It is a fact, too, that people who
pay their bills are taxed for those who
do not pay.
The delivery system is largely waste.

The credit system works injustice.
Good merchandising is necessary to
the prosperity of a country. Mr. Haskey'sestimate that 90 per cent of the
retail grocers fail is not so high as
that of authorities on the subject.
The cost of living In America can

be reduced by many hundreds of
millions of dollars a year if the simplesystem of this Cleveland grocer Is
adopted by the retail trade throughoutthe nation..Richard Spillane, in
Commerce and Finance.
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Doctors Oppose Liquor License.. i

Twenty doctors of West Chester, Pa.,
have petitioned the court of that city i

not to grant any liquor licenses. The i

petition is a remarkable document,
It says, among other things:
"Alcohol is a poison, and as such, its

sale as a beveraee should be Drohib-
tted. Poisoning with alcohol contlnu-
ing over a considerable period of time
will produce definite changes in the
structure and function of the brain and
the nerves, similar in character to the
changes produced by other poisons. It
is the direct cause of serious or fatal
physical diseases, and by lowering the
resistance it predisposes to infections,
notably tuberculosis and pneumonia.
"By many authorities alcohol In the

parents is considered a major cause in
the production of idiotic and imbecile
children, and it also acts as a strong
factor in increasing the death rate and
decreasing the birth rate,
"To accomplish successful results in

the treatment of Inebrierty the door of
the saloon should be closed and the saloonitself made to suffer such isolation
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As the result of a pitched battle In
the streets of Pageland, In Cheater- ^
field county, Friday afternoon, J. W.
Arrant was shot dead and J. M. Arrant,Sheppard West, Dock Wallace,
Arthur West and John Robertson
were more or less seriously injured.
The affray was the culmination of
neighborhood quarrels, all the participantscoming from the Size Fork
section of Chesterfield county. One of
the West boys was tried In Pageland
Friday afternoon, on a charge of violatinga labor contract. It was allegedthat he had unlawfully left the employof Mrs. Treat, sister of the Arrantboys, to work for Dock Wallace.
Magistrate Evans threw the case out
of court and the shooting followed
shortly after the announcement of the
decision.
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